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To 
My Father and Mother 


Hungry and foot-sore 
after begging for food from door to door, 
I came to Thy mansion 
crying for the crumbs that fall from Thy table. 


Thou didst beckon me in. 
Unwashed, unkempt and in rags as I was, 
I thought Thou didst indulge in a heartless jest. 


But, lo! Thou didst come down 
and gavest me water to wash my hands, 
madest me sit beside Thee 
and partake of Thy delicious repast. 


The memory of Thy graciousness 
now giveth me courage and strength 
to go through life with a new-born hope. 
Oh! How can-I thank Thee for Thy divinecompassion ? 


II 


On a cool bright morning, 
I sat on the verandah of my house puffing at my Hookah. 
Across the road, on a balcony, a lady was feeding her parrot 
She was beautiful and the parrot was pretty. 


The bird chatted as he pecked at the fruit in her bejewelled jiand. 
She then released him from his perch and fondled him. 
The foolish bird wriggled out of her bosom 
and mounting her shoulder | 
rubbed his crimson beak on her rosy cheek. 


It was a most inspiring sight, and 1 envied the parrot, 
I wished I were one to be able to fly across 
to where my beloved was, and realise my dreams. 
The thought thrilled me and I was in ecstacy. 


What would I not have given to meet her face to face, 
even though for a second ! 

What would I not have sacrificed 
for a moment’s indulgence at her feet to tell her 
how much I loved her! 


The desire soon became an obsession. 
I fervently invoked Heaven to grant my prayer, 
and before I ceased praying, Noo 
I was surprised to find myself transformed into a parrot. 


I was happy beyond expression. ° 
I joyously flapped my wings and flew all day. 
My quest infused strength into my wings. | 
I flew over rivers and seas, hills and dales, pfties snd climes ; 
and before evening began to engirdle wf” 
the earth with her crimson cord, 
T perched on a fruit-laden tree in an orchard. 


a 


The fruits were lovely, but I was not hungry. 
Love filled my whole being to overflowing 
I was transported with happiness unimaginable 
and waited hoping that the Sun would rise 
earlier the next morning than ever before. 


Snddenly I felt something gripped me, 
and as I struggled to get free, the grip became tighter, 
I found that I was caught in the net of a half-clad rustic, 
who sold me to a rich merchant. 


My leg was instantly chained to a perch 
and I was fed by the merchant’s servants. 
They taught me words and phrases, good and bad, 
and I repeated my lessons half-heartedly. 


Again, I began to struggle for freedom to continue my quest, 
I became restless when I realised 
that I was fast forgetting my tongue 
and that my wings were losing strength. 


I tried to get free, 
but the cruel chain defied all my efforts. 
Undaunted in spite of repeated failures 
I made a supreme effort to break the chain, : 
] broke my leg instead and fell on the flohr almost stunned. 


Just then a gentle voice whispered in my ear, 
asking me what boon would I desire. 
Whilst regaining my consciousness, | 
I saw an eagle soaring higher and higher 
until it became a mere speck in the blue 


I prayed to be changed into an eagle. 
My prayer was instantly answered 
and I became a royal eagle. 


Once again, being free to resume my quest, 
I spread my golden wings 
and rose higher than any bird had ever attempted, 
far beyond the clouds, far above Everest, 
fully hoping to have a glimpse of the place 
where my beloved was. 


In vain I flew until night began to cover the earth 
with her Stygian dome, and alighted on a fir tree 
on the top of a hill. 


Suddenly the clouds were in wrath ; 
lightning flashed across the sky in quick succession; 
and the rain god opened his sluice gates. 


The deluge was fearful. 
I was drenched to the skin and became stiff with cold. 
The bones of dead animals and those of lost climbers 
came to life and grinned menacingly at me. 
I wondered if Nature was determined to punish me 
for flying over hills where She reigned supreme. 
I trembled with fear and swooned. 


Once again the kindly voice whispered in my ear 
asking what boon I wished. 
As I was coming back to myself, I heard a soojuim,y.jnelody, 
It was the song of a lark from the yonder, plains. 
I said I would be a lark, . " 
and forthwith T became one. 


I rejoiced once more in my freedom. 
I flapped my wings, and flew singing all the while. 

‘ T hoped my music would reach the ears of my beloved, 
wheresover she was, and make her happy. 


I sang with all my heart and with all my soul. 
The air resounded with my melody. 
It made the birds and beasts happy. 
Hills and dales rejoiced. 
Poets praised my music and peasants imitated it 
on their flutes. 


The day was far spent. 
Temple bells tolled. 
Conches heralded the approach of night, 
and I alighted on a rice-field and made my bed there. 


It was a very dark night. 
Even the fireflies were afraid to venture out. 
I made an effort to close my eyes in sleep. 


Alas! I heard a rustling sound. 
I saw two ruby eyes glaring at me. 
I trembled with fear as I perceived a viper in front of me, 
My heart sank in the abyss of grief, 
finding escape impossible, I cried aloud for help, 


Once again the same gracious voice whispered in my ear 
asking me what boon would I have. 
Bowing my head humbly, I said I would gladly accept 
whatever Destiny had in store for me. i” 
No sooner had I uttered these words a 
than I found myself seated on my verandah 
puffing clouds of smoke. 


Soon, the smoke screened me from the outer world 
and I saw my beloved peeping through it 
and before I could utter a word, she smiled lovingly and said, 
‘Foolish boy, don’t you know I am always with you,” 
and disappeared. 


Tears of joy trickled down my cheeks. 
I tried again to puff at my Hookah, 
Lo! the fire was out. 


iil 


I was half asleep 

when I heard Thy heavenly melody ; 

it made me dream beautiful dreams. 
When I awoke, 

I searched for Thee ; Thou wert gone 

leaving Thy flute of reed at my door. 
I picked it up 

and treasuring it in my bosom 

sat and sighed. 


I heard Thy foot-steps 

when Thou didst pass by my cottage again. 
I rushed out 

to beg of Thee to come and play Thy flute. 
Thou wert gone, 

but seeing Thy foot-prints 

I kissed and moistened them with my tears. 


Oh! when, Oh! when 
will I see Thee face to face ? 
My mind is restless, 
- and my heart pants for Thy music. 
Hasten Thee, Oh! Divine Musician, 
the Charmer of my Soul!- 


IV 


I was like a wild tiger 
roaming where I wilied 
and doing what I liked, 
until Thou didst take me in hand, 
and tamed me. 


Now, I love to follow Thee 
as a dog follows its master, 
and sit near Thee 
resting my head upon Thy feet. 


When Thou art near 
my heart sings a joyous song. 


When I lose sight of Thee — 
my innate appetites return, 
making my mind restless. 


Leave me not alone, I pray Thee. 
Oh! Thou, the Master of my Soul. 
Let me always be with Thee, lest I perish. 


When I was haie and hearty, 
I came to Ti.ée begging to fill my cup 
with the wine which made one happy. 
Thou didst smile a strange smile 
and left me alone in Thy saloon 
amidst carboys of sparkling wine, 
Unable to resist the temptation, 
I helped myself freely to the one nearest me 
and got heavily drunk. 
Returning to’my abode, oft I stumbled and fell 
and injured my healthy hmbs, 
When T became sober, I rued my folly. 


Then again I came beseeching Thee 
to serve me the wine which elevates the mind. 
With pained look’in Thine. eyes : 
Thou didst heave a deep sigh ; 
and seeing my importunity, Thou didst again 
leave me in Thy saloon all alone. 
I greedily drank the wine I craved for : 
it went to my head and made me raving mad. 
I denounced Thee, calling Thee by names 
and left Thy place. 
But when I came to myself, I rued my folly sincerely. 


oe nl 


Finally, I came once more 
and placing my cup at Thy feet 
implored Thee earnestly to fill it 
with the sweet wine of Bliss 
or with the bitter one of Sorrow 
as it seemed best in Thy sight. 
Thou didst smile benevolently and fill it 
with wine-from Thine own decanter. 


Its flavour enchanted me, 
its taste thrilled me ; 
and sip by sip as I emptied the cup, 
it hushed my restlessness and cleared my vision, 
and for the first time I saw | 
how divinely beautiful Thou wert. 

I fell.at Thy gracious feet and bewailed my ignorance 
and folly until I could weep no more. 


VI 


When I see the Moon 
playing hide and seek with dark clouds, 
now making the world look bright and beautiful, 
now plunging it in darkness and gloom, 
how truly doth it portray 
the ganie Thou dost often-play with me, 
now making my heart leap with delight, 
now hurling it in the abyss of loneliness. 


Would’st Thou not invent a game, 
Thou canst play with me 
without my ever losing sight of Thee ! 


Vil 


In the freshness of the Morn, 
when birds sang their sweetest songs, 
Thou didst take me out of my abod», 
and led me by the river-side. 


Thou didst offer me fruits from orchards 
and refreshing drinks from sparkling brooks ; 
Thou didst fill my cup with sweetest wines, 
and entertained me with choicest dishes. 


During the scorching heat of day, 
Thou didst lead me over burning sands 
and through shadeless paths. 
I followed Thee with parched lips and weary feet 
at Thy bidding eating bitter herbs 
and slaking my thirst from hot springs. 


Then Thou didst lead me over rocky mountains 
and through dense forests; 
grudgingly did I follow Thee 
flighting off blood-thirsty beasts 
and avoiding crafty thieves. 


Now, when the cool southern breeze doth play 
-and stars appear in the sky, 
shedding their lustre over the gloomy world, 
and pe path seems less rugged and narrow, 
why' dost Thou halt and look at me so wistfully ? 


Inscrutable Destiny, halt Thou not. 
Lead on, wherever Thou wilt, 
over the green hills of Life 
or through the dark vale of Death 
Lead Thou me on. 
T will follow Thee, even to the end, 


Witt 


The days of gods are dead and gone. 
Lo! in the sword which gleams, 

E see a strange light newly born, 

A deadly hight it seems! 

Is it the spark of a new life-stream, 
The dream, the oppressed dream ? 


In the Spring, day after day, ° 
I brought fresh flowers from my garden, 
and waited at Thy door until noon 
hoping that Thou wouldst open it. 
But as Thy door remained closed, 
I placed the flowers on Thy steps ere they faded 
and went home sad and dejected. 


In the Summer, day after day, 
I brought delicious fruits from my orchard, 
and waited for Thee till eve. 
As Thy door remained still closed, 
I left the fruits on Thy steps, 
ere they lost their freshness, 
and went away pained and depressed. 


In the Autumn, day after day, 
I brought sweets and perfumes from my stores, 
and waited for Thee till night. . 
As Thy door was bolted as ever, 
I flung my offerings at Thy steps 
and left Thy place grieved and disappointed. 


Lo! Now in the early Winter, 
when I pass by Thy beautiful mansion, 
forlorn, weary and empty-handed, 
I find Thy door ajar. | 

My hopes revive. I stand at Thy door 
and would wait until Thou dost come out 
and I get a glimpse of Thee, 


As I awoke from my sleep one morn, 

I heard a strange cry. 
It came from my rose garden ; 

I hurried to my window and peeped out. 
Alas! The rose I loved dearly had vanished. 


Trembling with anger, I rushed out shouting 
“Stop Villain, stop, let me have my rose.” 
Instantly, there was a rustle of leaves 
and [ had a glimpse of a hand 
which had a rose in it. 


The hand was divinely beautiful. 
The glow of its complexion made the rose blush 
and waft its sweet fragrance profusely. 

I then reahsed that the cry I heard 
was not one of pain but one of joy. 


I was overwhelmed with remorse 
for my hasty words, 
and begged forgiveness 
beseeching that the flower be accepted 
as an offering of my sincere penitence. 


‘* Here is thy rose’’ said a gracious voice, 

‘‘Take it back and cherish it, for it is thine.” 
T held out my hand 

and-was thrilled to receive it. 
Behold! The rose was not the one I had lost 

but the ideal of my dreams. 


xI 


I know not what made me open 
the inmost sanctuary of my heart 
and show Thee Thy image 
I worshipped. 


Oh! Why didst Thou destroy it ? 
I confess it did 
but little justice to Thy real form. 


Knowest Thou not it was the best 
my finite mind could fashion ? 


Now, when I enter my sanctuary, 
my eyes keep constantly looking at the place 
where Thy tmage stood. 


Though Thy spirit is present there, 
my heart seems empty without Thy form. 
It cries for the broken image. 


Oh! Wilt Thou not grace my sanctuary 
now and for evermore ! 


XIE 


arte w of Thy cold look pierced my heart ; 
‘The wound is still fresh and bleeding ; 
I pray Thee not to remove the arrow 
for its radiance soothes my pain 
and sanctifies my love. 


Thy sympathy did brighten my heart ; 
Thy indifference now doth darken it—. 
But hope transforms my suffering into solace. 
Oh! Blessed be the souvenir 
of those ‘dream moments’ I sat beside Thee ! 


XIII 


How keen in Thy chisel ! 

How strong and skilful Thy hand! 
Out of this knotty block of wood 

fit only for fuel 
Hast Thou carved out a form. 


Time and agajn 
Thou dost ply Thy chisel and change the form. 
Oh! Divine Artist ! 
Fashion it as Thou wilt; 
Thy hand is ever manifest in it. 


XIV 


On such a glorious morning it is impossible not to be happy. 
The incessant rain which had continued for over a week having 
ceased the night before, the sky was more blue than ever. 
Lakes and ponds glittered in the morning Sun like molten 
silver and fishes in them leapt joyously. Trees fluttered in ‘the 
southern breeze and grasshoppers flitted on the lawns where 
dew drops sparkled like diamonds. Children sang and danced 
toying jarool trees laden with purple-pink blossoms, and young 
couples salked round the lakes chatting merrily. 


Although I Wes happy, there seemed something lacking 
inmy happiness—it was incomplete. I wondered what was 
lacking in it. My little dog which sat in front of me, with pricked 
ears and wagging tail, also seemed to wonder why [ was not 
as supremely happy as he and others were. Seated on an easy 
chair, I pondered and pondered. A pretty black bird with 
yellow chest perched on my bower and sang a lovely song and 
flew away. My eyes followed the beautiful bird as far as they 
could. Quite suddenly, my spirit took wings and flew far far 
into the unknown and alighted at the mouth of a cave on 
a hill. 


Within the cave was os Galas seer in meditation. I 
waited until he opened his* eyes, when I reverently bowed 
to him. He smiled benevolently and welcomed me within. 
After a brief silence, he askél me what had taken me there. 
I told him that I was in search of happiness, “Love, you 
mean,’ interrupted he, a strange smile playing round the 
corners of his mouth. Not knowing what to say, I remained 
silent. ‘‘ Well, well.”’ said he, ‘‘ you had better go to the 
village at the foot of the hills and see if you can find Love 
there and, should you succeed, return this evening and tell 
me all about your enterprise,’ then he dismissed me with his 
blessing. 


In the twinkling of an eye, I found myself transported 
to a little hamlet nestling amidst green hills. At the entrance 
was a neat little cottage, where a man was drilling a hole in 
a round ebony rod. He was absorbed in his work and I stood 
thére watching unnoticed. After a while he smiled and 
looked through the hole he had made inthe rod. He then 
shou’, his head, muttered something and resumed his work. 
As the artment on gnawing at the wood, the rod seemed to 
be writhing in “Wain, I felt for the helplessness of the rod 
and a shiver passed through me, and being unable to control 
my emotion, I asked him if that was the same rod which his 
father had used to chastise him with when he had been 
naughty. Though surprised to find me there, he politely 
replied that it was a precious little piece of rod which he himself 
had seasoned for months in order to make a flute out of it and, 
in reply to my question if it was not then suitable for his 
purpose, he said ‘‘the thinner the wall, the sweeter the music.”’ 
As I could not fully appreciate his words, I apologised for 
my intrusion and left the place, 


' Scarcely had I walked a furlong when I came across a 
man cutting a rough ruby. ThY stone appeared to be in agony. 
Sparks of grief and woe emanated from it. Its cry made me 
very unhappy. I therefore cogld not help asking him if he 
had mutilated the ruby cnough for its good. He seemed 
very amused at my question and replied good-humouredly 
that there were still a few flaws to be removed and as I began 
to move away from there in pain, he remarked that the 
brighter the ruby, the greater its value. 


The Sun had now reached the zenith. It was warm and 
I felt thirsty. Seeing a man drawing water from a well 
close by, I went and asked him fora drink. He requested 
me to wait for a little while, as a rock at the bottom of the 
well was then being cut. J peeped into the well; it was 
very deep and the water in it quite clear. I therefore wondered 
what need was there to remove a harmless rock which lay 
at the bottom of the well. The man seemed to have read 
my thoughts and said that the removal of that rock would 
set free a spring that lay underneath it when it, would be able 
to’ supe the whole hamlet with clean water. However, the 
hammer blowFgn the rock made the ground tremble. 1 was 
sorry for the rock aad I departed from there. 


I then went to a garden and quenched my thirst. In the 
centre of it was a leafless rose tree, whose roots were exposed 
to the Sun, and the vlant luvked almost dead. A man was 
pruning it heavilv “aud, as I’ passed by it, it seemed to appeal 
to me to intercede on its behalf. I therefore asked the 
gardcucr what grievous fault the tree had committed to 
deserve such drastic punishment. He laughed outright and 
replied that it was the best cherished tree in the whole 
garden and that the heavier it was pruned, the more profuse 


